X

A JUSTIN'S  transit left me  for several  days in a
prolonged brooding fit. I spent the time at home,
dreaming and smoking. The tiller had slipped from my
grasp, and I did not care. On the occasions of my rare visits
to Florence it seemed to me that Jean Queyries was playing his
part to perfection. I did not particularly want to know how her
share in the duologue was shaping, and let myself be bogged
down in a mood of security which had no real basis. After
all, had not Hourtinat been swept out of our lives in precisely
the way I had wished? But Florence's condition of inertia,
the passive attitude of entreaty which seemed to be drawing
the whole of herself upward toward Jean who, for his part,
remained ensconced behind a barricade, one part of sus-
picion, one part of respect, should have put me on my guard.
But it had needed no more than the ghost of Augustin to
hold me tight in the rising tide of days long vanished. The
past had become for me a powerful opiate. Happy are those
who are blessed with the gift of a happy forgetfulness, who
can use the scraps of their former lives as material with which
to build up an everyday existence. Men of my type are obsessed
by the gloomy pleasure of kneeling in adoration before what
in them has been long dead. They are weighed down with
memories, by visual recollections, by hoarded sensations,
which, more than anything else, resemble corpses imperfectly
embalmed. Somewhere deep within them the waters of the
past stagnate and smell. I did not notice that Florence's home,
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